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that in America, had as yet been constructed.
As they landed at Dover on June 6th there were
never-ending cries of "Blucher for ever!"1

The English newspapers had been full of his
praises, had called him "Blucher the Immortal/'
and had appealed to the whole nation to celebrate
properly the coming of "this noble veteran"; "it
is worthy of England and of Blucher that a heroic
nation should honour a hero!"

It is not unprofitable to dwell on this triumphal
progress of Blucher in England. We at a distance
both of time and of place can only calculate his
achievements mathematically, as it were, by the
number of his battles and the length of his marches.
But here we see, amid a people not noted for its
appreciation of Germans, an enthusiasm for
Blucher's great deeds that was wide-spread and
that amounted almost to frenzy. At Dover he
was actually seized, shaken, embraced, and kissed
and was implored to tear his coat in pieces that all
might have mementoes. People, and especially
ladies, we are told, cried for a lock of his hair, but
he could only show them his half-bald pate and
pray them to be merciful.

In London, when his carriage drove up to the
Regent's palace, such a crowd of horsemen and of
others rushed to catch sight of him that the guards
were trampled under foot. Beneath the open
colonnade he knelt and kissed the hand of the

1 See a contemporary, anonymous work: Fursten Blucher's
von WahlstadVs Heldenthaten, Berlin, 1815, pp. 248^.